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FOUR YEARS IN THE SHADOW OF DEATH
Pavle Minh was born in Vienna, Austria, in 1924. Several years later the family 
moved to Belgrade where he completedpri- 
тагу school and seven years of secondary 
school, until the German occupation began 
in 1941. After the liberation he studied for 
two years in the Mechanical Engineering 
Faculty of Belgrade University and then 
spent two years studying shipbuilding in 
Zagreb.
In the spring of 1951 he moved to 
Israel and worked in the electrical power
plant in Haifa. From 1953 to 1955 he continued his education in Genoa 
(Italy), finishing at the end of 1955 with a doctorate in naval architec- 
ture. From 1956 to 1958 he worked in the navy in Haifa and then in the 
Traffic Ministry in the Port Authority as a naval construction engineer 
- a position which developed into that of 'chief naval construction engi- 
neer with responsibilityfor international relations. In the course of this 
32 years work for the Ministry he coordinated state supervision of 
naval construction for the Israeli flag, beginning with German war 
reparation ships and ending with modern ships for the transportation of 
vehicles and containers. He represented Israel at тапу conferences 
within the International Maritime Organisation.
He retired in 1989, continuingfor several morevears as technical 
advisor to the Port Authority in Hadera and the Ministry of the 
Environment. He has also translated several books, including a book 
about Haj-Amin el-Husseini by Jennie Lebel which he translated from 
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Serbian into English, and the technical documentation of the Elit 
chocolate  factory from German into Hebrew.
He is married with two sons, a granddaughter in New Zealand, a 
grandson in South Africa and two grandsons in Israel.
In the spring of 1941,1 tumed 17.1 lived in Dedinje with my par- 
ents, my father Aleksandar and my mother Alisa, and attended the 
Second Boys’ Secondary School in Poenkareova Street. Dragiša 
Cvetković, the prime minister, travelled to Vienna on March 24 to add 
Yugoslavia’s signature to the Tripartite Pact (Germany, Italy, Japan). 
That evening, Radio Belgrade played Schubert’s Symphony in B minor, 
the “Unfinished”, which I had heard for the first time three years earli- 
er when Hitler annexed Austria.
The next day Yugoslavia joined the Tripartite Pact. Riots began in 
Belgrade. Special editions of newspapers were bumt. Yugoslav and 
British flags were being flown along with pictures of Hitler on a gal- 
lows. On the afiemoon of March 26, a large group from my secondary 
school set off to the Second Girls’ Secondary School, passing through 
Terazije. Because we were joined by several hundred more students 
from other secondary schools, we retumed to our own singing the 
anthem and cheering the king, Yugoslavia, and the army. Мапу resi- 
dents joined us and so this long procession arrived in the centre of the 
city. Awaiting us there were gendarmes with batons and they finally dis- 
persed the whole mass demonstration.
On the following day, General Simonović took over power in a 
military coup. We then all began to prepare for the war which would 
inevitably follow these events. We exchanged addresses in case of 
evacuation, because some of my friends were planning to take refuge in 
villages, while our fathers faced the dilemma of whether or not to join 
the аппу. Му father decided to go despite not having received a notice 
for mobilisation.
On the moming of April 6, the bombing of Belgrade began. We 
were sitting in the basement looking from time to time at the city in 
flames and smoke in the distance. The bombing went on for two days; 
we had no water or electricity. Large numbers of people began a stam- 
pede from the city towards the outskirts and our house filled up. A few 
days later, all our illusions of апу kind of front vanished - the Germans 
entered the city. Some German officers came and occupied a room in 
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our building, and 3^3^!^ a noticc to thc door which read that thc 
wholc building had bccn rcquisitioncd for thc Wehrwirtschaftsstab 
(War Есопоту Staff).
On April 16, thc notorious ordcr for all Jevvs to report to 
Tašmajdan appcarcd on thc strccts of Bclgrade, along with thc warning 
that was to bccomc routinc: anvonc not rcporting would be shot. Му 
family and I rcspondcd to thc call and were in Tašmajdan by 7.30 a.m. 
Aftcr long hours of waiting thcy distributcd ycllow armbands with the 
sign JUDE-JEVREJIN (Jew) and told us to rcturn the following day, 
whcn wc werc given identifieation papcrs with various stamps in thcm. 
Thcy dividcd us into groups of forty. Labour bcgan on April 21. Each 
group was lcd by a fircman. We wcrc clcaring rubblc, taking out thc 
dcad, digging toilcts and doing othcr kinds of work. A fcw days aftcr 
this ту fathcr rcturned from thc агту which had fallcn apart т thc 
face of thc Gcrman invasion.
Onc day I was part of a Gcrman “show”. Thcy had caught us, 
dozens of us, Jcws rctuming from compulsory labour. Pursuing us with 
dogs, shouting and thrcats they took us to an old palacc in thc ccntre of 
thc city and forccd us to climb over the fcncc. In thc gardcn of the 
palacc vvc carricd bricks from onc pilc to another, in doublc timc, vvhile 
four or five soldicrs sworc at us and beat us and a crowd of citizcns 
gathcrcd on the footpath across the road and watched this “pcrform- 
ancc” in silcncc. Thcy dismisscd us late. It was closc to curfew, so I 
spcnt the night in thc city with a friend, Bubiša Simić, bccausc I didn’t 
have timc to rcturn homc. When I did reach home the ncxt day, I heard 
that ту Uncle Adolf had committed suicidc - from thc beginning he had 
sccn the future as dark and hopclcss and whcn wc werc in Tašmajdan he 
would say that he would like the Germans to kill him.
At the bcginning of Мау, wc had an uncxpcctcd visit from Princc 
Đorđe, the cldcr brothcr of King Alcksandar, who had spcnt a numbcr 
of ycars in a mcntal hospital ncar Niš. Hc was now frce and they 
brought him to our placc with two valcts, two cooks, two chauffcurs 
and a gendarmc. Thc five of us wcrc crammcd into four rooms and thc 
wholc housc was at thc disposal of the princc. I continued to go to 
compulsory labour until the middlc of Junc whcn I was cxcmptcd on 
hcalth grounds.
In July thc princc and his cntouragc moved to anothcr building 
ncarby and we movcd to an apartmcnt in the city, in Birčaninova Street. 
And so, aftcr ten years, wc left the house in Dedinjc which, for ту par- 
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ents, had been the pinnacle of success in life. From this point on every- 
thing began to go downhill for them and they both lived in a small one- 
room apartment until they died, my mother in 1967 and my father ten 
years later.
And so August came. I was mainly staying at home. Sometimes 
my friends came to visit (they had finished the seventh уеаг of second- 
агу school while I, of course, had not), but I rarely went out, for fear 
that they would take my “sick leave” away from me and force me back 
to labour. We had planned to go to Rtanj in Eastem Serbia, the greater 
part of which was owned by the Minh family, but this did not eventuate: 
after an attack by the Partisans, the Germans took over the mine.
On September 14, they caught Father in the street and took him to 
the camp at Topovske Šupe with another five hundred or so Jews. 
Mother visited him the following day, taking him a blanket and food. 
Twenty-four hours later they allowed him to go home. On October 8, 
there was a general review of all “sick leave” and my father and I were 
given “jobs”. From that time on we worked until 6.00 p.m. every day. 
One day we again found ourselves in Topovske Šupe. They took us 
there directly from labour.
Along the way the guard treated us with two litres of wine and, at 
about two p.m., we arrived in the camp. All Jewish labourers were 
brought in during the course of the day so there were about twelve or 
fourteen hundred of us. I found my father immediately. We slept in sta- 
bles and in soldiers’ apartments on a thin layer of straw on the ground, 
pushed up against one another. We went to labour from the camp. After 
a few very exhausting and unpleasant assignments, I managed to get 
myself into Father’s group, near the railway station where the work was 
easier. Each day, from midday to one p.m., women came to visit us at 
work. In the camp we were allowed visits on Wednesdays and Sundays, 
from nine to eleven a.m. and from two to four p.m. We were given food 
in the camp: in the moming some hot and bitter barley substitute, at 
midday in the evening a warm meal (two or three spoons of beans, pota- 
to and cabbage) and, in the later aftemoon, 100 grams of bread. 
Because of this, Mother brought us food from home. People were 
accommodated in two large buildings, in which there were stables 
downstairs and soldiers’ apartments upstairs. There were also offices, a 
storage building, a kitchen, a watchmaker’s shop, a barber shop and a 
woodwork shop, all incredibly primitive of course. We got up at six, 
usually even earlier, and went to bed at eight in the evening. From the 
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vcry first day inmatcs \vcrc prone to thc psvchosis of fcar ancl despcra- 
tion and tlicrc \verc scveral cascs of suicide. Evcry fc\v days one or t\vo 
hundred peoplc \vould be taken off in a transport, but \vc did not kno\v 
\vhcre. From Octobcr 39, \ve no longer went to labour.
About tcn davs latcr, about a thousand Gvpsics \verc brought in. 
Thcsc \vcrc graduallv taken a\vay from thc camp ovcr thc follo\ving fe\v 
days. Мапу of thcm camc \vith musical instruments; thc day after thcy 
arrivcd thcy organised a band and, in the yard of thc barracks, thcy 
playcd thcir farc\vcll conccrt \vhich included, among other things, the 
overturc to thc opcra 77?e Barher oj Seville by Rossini. Aftcr thc conccrt 
thc Gcrmans smashed thcir instrumcnts and burnt thcm on a huge bon- 
firc \vhilc thc trucks drovc a largc group off to an unkno\vn destination.
From the report of Oherlieutnant Halter to his superiors, I 
learnt after the war that groups oJJews and Gvpsics were shot dead 
somewhere north oj'Pančevo on Octoher 27 and 30, 1941. The report 
contains a munher ofinterestingJacts. The execution was carried out 
very rapidlv’, about a hundredpeople injortv minutes: the Jews went 
to their death calmlv and collectedlv, while the Gvpsies were 
whinging and shouting: the German ojjicer, at the end, noted that 
the execution itselj'does not cause immediate psvchological prob- 
lems J'or soldiers hut that these emerge later, in the evening, when 
they are thinking calmlv ahout everything.
I arrived at the camp quite calmly, a little dizzy from the \vine. I 
soon became accustomcd to the lice and the lack of space, to sleeping 
on the hard floor, to coffee made of barley and to the cabbage. In the 
early days I \vas in a bad mood because of the hard work and exhaus- 
tion. The reading out of names for transport tore at my nerves in the 
beginning, as did the shouting and screaming of the SS soldiers. I got 
used to the transports and the soldiers. When \ve no longer \vorked \ve 
would sit in the carpentry shop where we would be warm and could 
heat our lunch on the stove. After \ve were released from the camp at 
the beginning of November, Father and I travelled by wagon to arrive 
horne about half past one, and we \vashed and changed our clothes.
I have never known with certainty who freed us from the camp. 
There is one version according to which it was Ljilja Podkaminer, 
through Egon Zabukošek, but I also heard another version - that the 
German commissioner who had been appointed to manage the Minh 
brothers' Rtanj mine had asked that my father be set free temporarilv so 
that he could “hand over” the mine to him. The third version, \vhich my 
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father confirmed through an official statement after the war, was that 
his old friends, the Roš brothers, had intervened.
While we were sitting in the camp, my late Aunt Liza - Adolf’s 
widow - interceded with a general in the City of Belgrade Command, 
who told her that he could not confirm whether we had been shot. This 
caused my mother a serious nervous breakdown from which she never 
recovered.
After the camp there were three attempts to flee: first my father 
paid an enormous sum of топеу to some gang who were smuggling 
people out of Serbia, but either they were caught or they reported this to 
the police themselves.
Serbian police, including a Jewish agent, came on November 13. 
They searched our apartment, arrested all three of us and took us to the 
prison at the top of Aleksandrova Street. After several days of interro- 
gation they allowed us to go home.
On November 18, there was another unsuccessful attempt to flee. 
Another gang: we were sitting in the waiting area of the railway station 
with our luggage, and then they told us that they could not take us 
across the border that evening because the German guards they had 
bribed were not on duty. We retumed to our apartment in a taxi, during 
the curfew, but the Tuvi family, who were also waiting, were caught by 
the Germans and all perished.
The third attempt succeeded: some school friend of my father’s 
interceded with the Germans and the Italians and got us genuine passes 
with Italian visas. And so, on the evening of November 27, 1941, we set 
off by train, in a sleeping car, for Sušak, via Zagreb.
We arrived in Sušak in the evening and were met by a baggage 
handler who took our suitcases to a hotel near the post office. We went 
to bed soon after dinner and fell asleep. The following day Father tried 
to obtain permission to cross the bridge into Italian territory, but they 
refused him at the questura. We were affaid that they would expel us 
into the Independent State of Croatia and certain death, because we did- 
n’t believe that our special documents would guarantee our safety there. 
A few days later we were given the address of the Medved family, an 
apartment which was reached by stairs under the footpath. After we hid 
there for a day or two, they put us on a bus for Kraljevica, which was in 
the Independent State of Croatia but under Italian military administra- 
tion. We didn’t know what awaited us there, but we were in fear of the 
Ustaša and the home guards. Instead we were met by local women who 
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carricd our baggagc on thcir hcads to the Praha I Iotel on the Oštro 
Peninsula. At that timc thcrc wcrc only rcfugccs staying in thc hotcl: 
two womcn from Vicnna, thc Poper family who wcre also from Vicnna, 
the Karfunkcl family, an innkccpcr from Lika with his wifc and two 
sons. All of thcm had flcd to Kraljevica through Zagrcb. From our room 
thcre was a wondcrful view of thc sca and thc coastlinc - first the light- 
house thcn, furthcr on, Bakar, Rijcka, Učka and thc whole of Istria, 
whilc thc circlc was complctcd by the islands of Crcs, Krk and St 
Marko. I lcrc wc spcnt thc wintcr and thc spring: during the winter I 
went to Branko Polić, a rcfugcc from Zagrcb who livcd in the city with 
his parcnts and had a piano. Branko was latcr bcst man at my wcdding 
and novv livcs in Zagrcb. In the spring, wc bcgan to swim and this took 
up more and morc of my day.
In June, 1942, we managcd to movc to Villa Capponi, right bcside 
the sca. Timc passcd very quickly during the summcr, with swimming; 
many of the Kraljcvica locals would comc to our beach, espccially thc 
young pcoplc. As thc days grcw shortcr with the coming of autumn and 
winter, I fillcd thcm with houschold chorcs, going into the city, playing 
the piano at Branko’s placc and in Grabrovo and cspccially by studying, 
rcading and thinking about lifc’s problems. In Novcmbcr thc Italians 
took all Jcws to a ncwly cstablishcd camp. Bccause we had arrivcd in 
Kraljcvica latcr and were not registercd anywhere as Jcws, wc managed 
to stay out of thc camp.
And so anothcr wmter passcd and 1943 bcgan. The уеаг was likc 
the prcvious onc, at lcast until the autumn. On Septcmbcr 8, Italy capit- 
ulatcd and, from that point, cvcrything changcd complctely. The Italian 
Army lcft and thc Partisans camc. I rcsponded to the call for gcncral 
mobilisation and, a fcw days later, found myself in the woods, that is 
the hills abovc Kraljcvica, in an Italian uniform with a rcd star on my 
cap and a rifle from which I ncver fircd a singlc bullct. Whilc wc fresh 
Partisans gathcrcd in the hills, thc Germans droppcd leaflcts which rcad 
that “SS divisions are coming ovcr the hill with a torch of frccdom to 
expel thc communist gangs.” For the first time in my life I felt that I too 
had a riflc and, around me, an army which would cither rcpulsc them or 
at lcast inflict grcat losses on thcm. This fceling was complctcly diffcr- 
ent from the silcnt and passivc fear in which we had awaitcd the 
Gcrmans in thc spring of 1941.
Му unit entercd Sušak and moved into a school when the Gcrmans 
wcrc alrcady close to Rijcka, all night a proccssion of rcfugccs was
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passing heading southeast. In the moming, the Germans crossed the 
bridge over the Rečina, which separated Rijeka from Sušak. While my 
unit was coming down the Krimeja, there was a column with dead and 
wounded Partisans coming uphill towards us. We took up a position at 
Piramida - five or six of us with machine guns and heavy metal ammu- 
nition boxes. When the slow-moving German motorcyclists came near 
to us, with armoured units following them, we withdrew up the stairs to 
a shelter beneath the school. This shelter, a long tunnel dug into rock, 
was already full of Partisans from various units. We stayed there a long 
time, blocked by German fire outside the entrance to the tunnel. Finally 
the command came for a rush exit from the trap. All of us from the shel- 
ter went forward, up the school stairs, through the fire of the German 
rocket launchers. A few of us carrying heavy loads fell behind and hid 
in a house to catch our breath, while the unit continued on. At the top of 
the stairs they fell into the hands of the Germans who were already 
moving along the Boulevard and mowed them all down. When we 
realised that we were completely surrounded, the six of us decided to 
wait for the evening then try to get through to the front lines in civilian 
clothes and join the Partisans somewhere near Bakar. One girl, an ехре- 
rienced Partisan, went first and disappeared among the houses. Our 
friend, Princ, from Kraljevica went out after her. A hidden German 
sniper immediately spotted him and killed him after he had taken a few 
steps down the meadow. This left four of us: three Kraljevica locals and 
me. In the evening we took to the empty streets, walking along the coast 
to Martinšćica and beyond, but we were kept back by shooting from 
both the sea and the land. It was now dark and we spent the night in 
some shallow caves near the sea, across from Martinšćica. During the 
night a small Partisan boat tried to break through to Sušak from the 
south. The Germans opened fire and circled the rocks with their flood- 
lights, but they didn’t discover us.
It was not until dawn broke the following moming that Germans in 
a bunker at the end of the Pećina settlement discovered us, pointed their 
machine gun at us and signalled to us to start walking towards them. It 
was impossible to run, so we set off. They signalled us to go down to 
the shipyard and wait there. There we spent most of the day, always 
covered by their machine guns, until they picked us up late in the after- 
noon, together with their other “prisoners” and took us back to Sušak on 
foot. There were a lot of us and we were escorted by a small number of 
German soldiers or non-commissioned officers. Му colleagues from
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Kraljevica, who knew the layout of the town, decided that on the way 
we should jump over the wall which separated the Park Hotel from the 
street, And so the five of us found ourselves outside the hotel, on the 
other side of the wall. We immediately went down to the changing 
booths on the beach, hid, and spent the night there, again to the sound 
of gunfire from the sea. The convoy of “prisoners” had long gone and 
the streets were empty. The next day some girls from the neighbour- 
hood came and brought us something to eat.
The five of us were looking for work, and we found it: the city gar- 
dener was organising the first clean-up of the streets and the clearing of 
debris, and fed the volunteers from a large cauldron of beans which 
stood on a ftre in the city plant nursery. We slept for a few nights in an 
apartment belonging to the uncle of one of my wartime friends and after 
a few more days we split up. The younger ones stayed in the apartment 
while another Kraljevica local and I slept for a few days in the railway 
tunnel which, at that time, served as a shelter for many people. Му par- 
ents stayed behind in Kraljevica, cut off from Sušak by the front which 
was slowly advancing down the coast. They had heard from someone 
the “authentic news” that I had been killed in battles around Klana, 
north of Sušak, and they were in mouming for their dead son. About ten 
days later the front passed Kraljevica and I contacted them through an 
acquaintance. I retumed to Kraljevica at the beginning of October once 
they knew that I had survived.
It was clear to me that I could not continue my refugee life with my 
parents in Kraljevica, partly for flnancial reasons but mostly because, 
after the turbulent events I had passed through, I could not retum to the 
vicious circle of nostalgia, idleness and daydreaming. I retumed to 
Sušak where 1 did some temporary work and found a friend from the 
Partisans, Luj Margetić, a law student who had fled Zagreb, fled the 
Ustaša. Together we moved into a loft apartment below the promenade. 
Because I didn’t have the “proper” personal documents, I appealed for 
help (on someone’s recommendation, I suppose) to a civil servant at the 
police who, without asking too many questions, issued me with a per- 
sonal identification document with information I dictated to her: I kept 
my real name and sumame, but became a Serb, bom in Belgrade. And 
so I had a new identity and a new friend with whom I lived throughout 
the war and, later, my whole Iife. After several temporary positions I 
was given a job with the city doctor, Dr Vojnović, who had come to 
Sušak in a cart, hidden in a barrel, fleeing from the Ustaša because he 
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was Orthodox. The municipality and the local institutions in general 
consisted of local politicians. Мауог Kolacio was at the helm of the 
municipal council and the German military administration’s input was 
limited to appointing what they called a counsellor, who was subordi- 
nate to the supreme counsellor, whose office was in Rijeka in the build- 
ing of the former questura.
At the end of 1943, the municipal doctor was mainly concemed 
with former intemees released from camps in southem Italy after the 
capitulation of Mussolini. These were retuming to their homes in 
Dalmatia and Montenegro on foot, first north to Trieste and then via 
Istria, Rijeka and Sušak. Officially we had two main problems: tempo- 
гагу accommodation and food for hundreds and thousands of former 
intemees. Unofficially we were concemed with getting as many young 
men as possible “into the woods”, in other words to the Partisans, 
instead of them retuming to their homes in occupied Dalmatia and 
Montenegro. The whole municipal apparat knew about this unofficial 
goal, as did the police, the food department, the city doctors and others. 
We only concealed it from the German and Italian administration so 
that, ignorant of this, they fed the Partisans, because food supplies 
could be obtained only with the permission of these authorities. And so 
my future wife, Tina, and I worked on this together for weeks: deep in 
our hearts we both sympathised with the masses of former intemees and 
did everything possible and impossible, with the full knowledge of the 
local authorities, to accommodate them, feed them and send some of 
them “into the woods”. Му duties with the city doctor also included 
care for the institutions, such as the home for the elderly in Orehovica, 
the city children’s centre, the soup kitchens and welfare in general. This 
was a constant battle to obtain rationed supplies and against the direc- 
tive of the German occupying force aimed at denying aid to the families 
of Partisans, living or dead.
The winter of 1943-44 came and went. We knew about the news 
from Stalingrad. In June 1944 came the Normandy invasion and we 
believed that the war would end soon. However it lasted for almost 
another уеаг and in this last уеаг the Allied forces bombed Rijeka, 
Sušak and the surrounding area on a regular basis. There were days of 
constant air-raid sirens when we all had to go to the shelters, although 
there was no major damage. I still managed sometimes to visit my par- 
ents, who had stayed behind in Kraljevica and for whom life was hard, 
with little food. They had to spend entire days outside “shelters” 
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between Kraljevica and Вакагас, because the English were constantly 
bombing the shipyard. Then I arrived at the fatal idea of trying to get 
my parents to Sušak. I looked for an apartment for them, but I had to 
file a request with the city police. In the meantime, there was a major 
change among the Germans. Previously they had only been elderly 
Austrians, who were only concemed with surviving the war. Now 
Obersturmbannjuhre Vindakijević appeared as head of the Gestapo, a 
Bosnian, a butcher. the like of which Sušak had not seen until now. He 
began to саггу out various operations against Partisans and their sympa- 
thisers, who were everywhere. One moming he personally shot thirteen 
captive Partisans, on the steps near the Piramida, and drove the bodies 
in an open cart through the city.
After the war I learnt that Vndakijević had managed to flee to 
Trieste and, from there, to Venice, where Tito s "iong arm ” caught up 
with him. His body was found one night, floating in a canal, riddled 
with knife wounds.
A Russian refugee from Belgrade named Bilouz, tumed up in the 
local Croatian police. Му request for the relocation of my parents hap- 
pened to come under his nose and he immediately noticed their sur- 
name. And so he had an opportunity to prove his vigilance and to seize 
me, and possibly also my parents in far-off Kraljevica. He gave an order 
to two agents to arrest me - but my friend Tina overheard this order, by 
coincidence, from the adjacent room. She immediately called the office 
boy, Steva, and sent him to me (my office was at the Villa Marija, not 
far from the police) with a note in which there was just one word: 
“Run!” That was all that was needed; I didn’t ask questions and I didn’t 
hesitate. I phoned a friend of ours in Rijeka and asked if I could hide at 
her place for a while. Without hesitating she assented. This was a very 
brave decision because, in Rijeka, she lived with her mother and four 
sisters. I immediately left everything, I didn’t go home, but went 
straight to Rijeka and stayed with them for a few days. While I was sit- 
ting and waiting, my faithful friend and flatmate Lujo prepared for me 
the most essential things for my flight: accommodation and a job. I was 
to hide in the house of a friend of ours in Krasica, above Bakar Вау, 
whose husband we had once hidden in our apartment when he was run- 
ning from the Germans to the liberated islands. As for a job - there was 
to be physical labour in the Todt Organisation, some kind of a work 
service to which they usually sent those who weren’t suitable for mili- 
tary service. I tore up all my documents and, during an air-raid alert, I 
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set off from Rijeka over the bridge and then uphill via Trsat with no 
problems. In the aftemoon I arrived in Krasica, where I was welcomed 
in the manner customary for underground people and refugees at the 
time: warmly and without a single question. This was April 11, 1945. 
Later I really did go to Bakarac for a couple of days and did some dig- 
ging for the Todt Organisation. From April 18, every defeated army 
possible was withdrawing through Krasica - home guards, Ustaša, 
Chetniks and even Germans. Some were making threats, some were 
just asking for food and water. After a restless night, full of the sound of 
gunfire, the Partisans arrived on April 19.
I went to visit my parents in Kraljevica, retumed to Sušak to Tina 
and, on Мау 1, joined the аппу. After a few more very close encounters 
with the war, I saw Мау 8 and the capitulation of Germany somewhere 
in Slovenia, tired and blistered from the long march, but secure at least 
in the knowledge that I had survived the deadly danger which had hung 
over my head in one form or another for four long years.
Of my immediate family, the following perished in the Holocaust: 
Aunt Grete Steger and her husband Gustav, who had lived in Vienna, 
perished in Auschwitz. (Their son, Georg, survived the war by hiding 
on Mt Rtanj); my father’s nephew Alffed Herman (he lived at the Rtanj 
mine and was shot there by the Germans in 1944); my father’s brother, 
Adolf Minh, committed suicide during the first days of the German 
occupation in Belgrade, 1941.
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